little red suitcase (for Mum) by Pryer, Alison
144 CANADIAN WOMAN STUDIES/LES CAHIERS DE LA FEMME
Council Resolution 1325 on Women,
Peace and Security. Vancouver: Liu
Institute for Global Issues,
University of British Columbia,
2004.
Human Rights Watch. The War
Within the War: Sexual Violence
Against Women and Girls in Eastern
Congo. 2002. Online: http://hrw.
org/reports/2002/drc.
Human Rights Watch. Struggling To
Survive: Barriers to Justice for Rape
Victims in Rwanda. 2004. Online
<http://hrw.org/reports/2004/
rwanda0904/>.
Inter-Agency Standing Committee
(IASC) Task Force on Gender and
Humanitarian Assistance Guide-
lines for Gender-based Violence
Interventions in Humanitarian
Settings. Focusing on Prevention of
and Response to Sexual Violence in
Emergencies. 2005. Online :http://
www.humanitarian info.org/iasc/
c o n t e n t / p r o d u c t s / d o c s /
t f g e n d e r _ G B V G u i d e l i n e s
2005.pdf
McKay, Susan and Dyan Mazurana.
Where are the Girls? Girls in Fighting
Forces in Northern Uganda, Sierra
Leone and Mozambique: Their Lives
During and After War. Montreal:
Rights and Democracy. Ottawa:
CIDA, 2004.
NGO Working Group on Women,
Peace and Security. Four years On:
An Alternative Report and Progress
Check on the Implementation of
Security Council Resolution 1325.
Online: http://www.peacewomen.
o r g / u n / U N 1 3 2 5 / u n / n g o /
ngopub/FourYearsOnOct04.pdf.
United Nations High Commission
for Refugees (UNHCR) and Save
the Children–UK Note for
Implementing and Operational
Partners on Sexual Violence and
Exploitation: The Experience of
Refugee Children in Guinea, Liberia
and Sierra Leone. 2002 Online:
http://www.savethechildren.
org.uk/scuk_cache/scuk/cache/
cmsattach/1550_unhcr-scuk_
wafrica_report.pdf.
faded to deep peony from the original rose,
but ever small and elegant
as would become any young lady
who traveled in the cool days of Frank and Ella,
wearing white gloves like Grace and
a knotted silk square like Audrey.
once a vessel of my mother’s dreams,
now even the sun-dusted snaps of holidays
in Italy and Spain are gone.
my mother too.
the case is packed, but it’s not going anywhere —
all done with running, a keeper of memories.
inside, slender ribbons embrace
a nest of white treasure: handmade lace and drawn
threadwork
pillowcases scented with lavender water for sleeping
beauties;
Grandma’s round Christmas tablecloth,
reindeer cross-stitched in cranberry wool,
forever running in circles;
the great-great-aunts’ full-length evening gloves,
calfskin all shrunken like Mum’s girlhood hopes
of learning French and going to the opera;
my sister’s flyaway fairy costume, gauze wings hanging
limp,
long bereft of the twirling toddler
who granted three wishes with mere wave of dimpled hand.
this little suitcase has seen its share of rainy days,
watermarked satin interior graced with sepia stains
like the aging face of a pale carnation.
diesel fumes and raindrops clung to its skin
the morning my mother and sister fled
on a train with doors that opened outward
all the way south and into another country.
Mum wrapped her dead dreams in petals,
abandoning the sand-washed cottage and –
temple of her heart — her June garden.
silent refugee of my father’s rages, she lived for a time
like a hermit crab out of this tearstained shell.
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